ances on  his feet, quite a distance from me,
brandishing his pipe.

Three hundred metres away, a chestnut-
coloured rump could be seen among the grass,
but there was no 'son-oi'-a-bilch' in sight.
Kalina Ivanovich knew whom he was ad-
dressing, though. The meadow was Brat-
chenko's domain, he was constantly there,
unseen, and Kalma Ivanovich's speech was
in reality a sort of"'incanTation. After two
or three more brief incantations, Bratchenko
himself materialized, in keeping with the
magical atmosphere, not next to the horse,
but just behind us, emerging from the orchard.

"What are you raving about, Kalina Iva-
novich? Where's the cabbage, and whore's
the horse?"

A highly specialized argument ensued,
from which, however, it would have been
apparent even to the uninitiated, that Kalina
Ivanovich was quite out-of-date in his views,
that he could hardly follow the topography
of the colony any more, and had actually
forgotten where the field had been cleared
to plant cabbages.

The boys allowed Kalina Ivanovich to
age in peace. Agricultural affairs had long
ago passed exclusively into the hands of
Sherre, and Kalina Ivanovich only now and
then, by way of meticulous criticism, endeav-
oured to thrust his old nose into certain
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